482	THE FALL OF THE GERMAN RKPUBLIC
every propaganda battery was turned on the Red peril The
country is in danger, was the cry. Represented as the official
work of Communists and Socialists, stated definitely without a
shadow of proof to have been intended as the tocsin for a general
rising, the fire made the Red peril glow brighter in its flames.
The doubters were convinced and the hesitating middle class
stampeded into the National Socialist camp.
The fire has been already dealt with in a voluminous literature.
It is sufficient here merely to ask the question which law admits
to be a fair question, Cui bonot If there was one party in the
state which, apart altogether from its deliberately adopted tactic
of abstentionism, arson could not advantage, it was the Communist
party. If there was one party to which it was advantageous, it
was the National Socialist party many of whose members had
recently undergone very practical training in arson. For three
days everyone in Berlin knew that something was going to happen,
and correspondents had hastily returned to their  posts  to   be
on the spot when it did happen. Most of them favoured the idea
of a pretended plot to assassinate Hitler or Hindenburg, That
would have been clever, but it was genius to make the red cock
crow; in the ears of the bourgeois there is no more sinister sound.
The apathetic alien degenerate—the Dutchman, van dor Lubbe—
was clearly a tool. Of whom? One thing is certain; he was not
the tool of the Communist party. There is to-day hardly a single
careful student of contemporary German history who would not
put the blame where it belongs, on the little clique of desperadoes
who were good enough to save the Leader from an electoral
defeat that would have ended him, and who one by one have
been removed by the action of their party comrades, and the great
majority removed for ever. There is no need to believe the Leader
knew of the details of the plot afoot till he saw the flames ascending;
his pious ejaculation of gratitude to his God was no doubt sincere
enough, for he was quick to see the possibilities. The same cannot
be said of his lieutenants. The truth may be documentarily estab-
lished some day; meantime there is a melancholy satisfaction in
the reflection that there is at least one crime of which Hermann
Goering, thrice decorated for valour by his emperor, twice

